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AN OLD LLOYD'S REGISTER

WITH THE sensation that I had survived
into a strange and hostile era that had nothing
to do with me, for its affairs were not mine,
I was inside a submarine, during the War, talking
to her commander. He was unravelling for
me the' shining complexity of his " box of
tricks," as he called his ship. He was sardonic
(there was no doubt he was master of the
brute he so lightly vilified) and he was blithe, and
he illustrated his scientific monologue with stories
of his own experiences in the Heligoland Bight.
These, to me, were lite the bedevilments of those
dreams from which we groan to awake, but cannot.
The curious doings of this new age, I thought as
I listened to him, would have just the same
interest for me as the relics of an extinct race of
men, except for the urgent remembrance that one